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4.   One who tells his grief to a faithful friend, to a virtuous serv-
ant, to an obedient wife, or to a friendly-disposed lord, is freed
from his sorrow."
Hearing his words the bird told of his sorrow. " Listen, father. There
is in the north country a certain mountain named Qaivalaghosa. And
near that mountain there is a demon-city. A raksasa who has his
seat on that mountain came to the city every day and laid violent
hands on whatever man he chanst to meet, and took him to the moun-
tain and ate him. One time the people who lived in that city said to
the raksasa: " O Bakasura, do not eat whatever man you may chance
to meet, but we will give you for your food one man every day." And
he agreed thereunto. Since then the people give to him one man each
day, taking each household in turn. In this manner a long time has
past; and today the turn has come to a certain brahman, who is my
friend from a previous existence. Now he has just one son; and if he
gives his son, his family-line will be cut off, while if he gives himself,
his wife will be a widow, and widowhood is a great affliction. So on
account of the affliction of these people I also am afflicted; and this
is the cause of my grief." Hearing his words the other birds who were
there said: " Ah, he is a true friend, since he is himself grieved by the
grief of a friend. This is what friendship consists of. And it is said:
5.   A friend is one who is himself happy when his friend is happy
and sad when he is sad.   The ocean is rejoist [the tide rises]
when the moon rises, and wastes away [ebbs] completely when it
sinks.
Again:
6.   The milk first gives to the water, which has been mingled
with it, all its good qualities;  when the water observes the tor-
ture of the milk (in boiling), it sacrifices itself in the fire; but then
seeing its friend's disaster the milk becomes wild to get into the
fire itself, until being rejoined by the water it is quieted.   Such,
in truth, is the friendship of the noble."
Hearing these words of the birds the king went to where that city was.
There he saw the sacrificial stone, and having bathed in a fair lake
which was near it he sat on the stone. At that time the raksasa
came, and seeing him with smiling countenance was amazed* and said
to him: "Great hero, where have you come from? Those who
every day sit on this stone are wont to be dead from terror even be-
fore my arrival. But you are endowed with great heroism and show
a smiling countenance. Moreover, when the time of a man's death is at